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I turned 33…in the Holy Land…during Lent…as long as I don’t go into any Synagogues and flip some
tables I think I should be alright. I’m writing early because the craziness of a Jerusalem Holy Week is approaching,
so there probably won’t be much time after this. I know I don’t need to say this but if these reflections come off as
“preachy,” remember they are first and foremost directed towards me as opportunity to express myself and for you
to share in my journey.
This month I attended two different presentations. One based on personal stories of refugees and the other
was a conference about Pope Francis’ encyclical on the care of creation; ‘Laudato Si.’ Both very impactful. A
couple of days ago I read this quote from Walter Brueggeman in his book The Prophetic Imagination; “We live in a
world where death is so visible, so daily, so pervasive and so massive and yet so unnoticed.” School shootings,
war, death by famine, death by over-dose, suicide from depression, massive genocide, corruption, lies, hate and a
misused world filling up with garbage. The evil of our humanity reflects itself in our actions and how we care for
creation. I see and hear about death on a daily basis yet I go about my day untroubled. I felt this very strongly
during a group reflection on this Sunday’s Gospel (John 12:20-33), Jesus says “I am troubled now,” as He speaks
about his upcoming death, comparing it to a grain of wheat that must fall and die if it is going to bear fruit.
I realized how untroubled I actually am. I am not troubled by the evil in the world. I am not troubled by the
fact that I am also called to lay down my life, to fall as a grain of wheat. I’m not troubled that I have running water
and there are others who risk their life with every sip; by my attachment to my smartphone or the fact that I spend
15 dollars every week for someone to do my laundry; or that I put my sandwich in a plastic bag and then put that
into another plastic bag, use them once and throw them away; hot water on demand, meals provided for me and my
own personal room with a bathroom. A comfortable life without fear of death. I am not looking to feel guilty or
make anyone else feel guilty, for these things are not necessarily wrong or sinful. But I am looking to feel
SOMETHING and to recognize the true reality that is present in the world and not to settle for an imaginary
comfortable life. This world is passing and it doesn’t look as it is supposed to look. Shouldn’t I wake up every
morning and at least acknowledge, even for a moment, that there are people out there who will not wake up?
Tomorrow is not guaranteed. This should trouble me. I have a role to play in bringing about change. Troubled?
I’m not sure what being troubled looks like in my practical day to day life, but I’m confident that the little

sacrifices and lifestyle changes that I can offer out of love for those who are suffering does a lot more than I think
or can understand.
I pray this will motivate me to study better. To pray more. To imagine a better world. To be energized by
the fact that it is NOT supposed to be this way. I can’t become numb. Jaded. Forgetful. Complacent. I don’t want to
become a robot. Satisfied with computer screens, cookies and comfort within my consecrated bubble.
I went for a 20 mile hike a couple of weeks ago, it was called the Extreme Way of The Cross, invented in
Poland. We started at 7pm and walked through the night in silence, stopping to prayer at different designated
stations, until about 3am where we ended up at the Holy Sepulcher. I wanted to stop after and one hour and a half.
Station Three. I walked for another six and a half hours! We are capable of doing a lot more than what our physical
bodies tell us. Our Spirit is stronger. Our will is more powerful but too much comfort kills our passion and
creativity. Maybe my battle right now is to not take the second cookie or to leave my phone in my room during
classes. Maybe I need to take 30 minutes and read the news, NOT for information, but to recognize the people who
are being affected. One of the biggest wake up calls from the presentation on refugees was that they aren’t poor
people who have miserable lives. They are doctors, lawyers, artists, musicians, priests, parents, children. I need to
see them as part of my family. Losing them, I also lose. One suffers, we all suffer.
How will I bring beauty back into this world, both by my relationships with people and with creation?
Small sacrifices prepare us for the bigger battles. If we listen to history, our royal and comfortable life will not
last forever. All things are passing. Simplicity. Humility. Being other-centered. Passionate. Willing to Sacrifice.
Love; may I become more like Christ. I am praying for that grace to be troubled. But also, the grace to be thankful
for EVERYTHING. Eucharist. Thanksgiving sacrifice. The beauty of the paradoxes. Death brings life. Suffering
brings transformation. Troubled and thankful. May the certainty of death and the gratitude for life inspire the
conversion necessary to pray always.
Beauty eroded in the current of complacency.
Each grain forgotten, drifting past dehydrated eyes.
Satiation of a nation busied with the building of barns.
You fool! Rotting wealth is worse than famine.
I saw my brother but scrolled past; my sister, but it wasn’t time for prayer.
Perhaps tomorrow I will have time to weep.
But the drought has descended deeper than imagined; pray that my carefree climate could change.
First fruits of life I received this very morning; Fullness in the palm of my hand.
How quickly it withered on the journey from Table to table.
My soul, why have you settled? Why are you no longer troubled?
Are you not grafted to Truth? Abide then in Love and pray that the Breeze brings back Beauty.
I wish you all a fruitful finale to the Lenten season and a glorious Easter. Though we are far away I take comfort in
the words from an Easter homily by St. Athanasius; “Christ gathers to this feast of Easter those who are far apart
and brings together in unity of faith those who may be physically separated from each other.” Know of my prayers
for all of you. May we not become pessimistic or sad in the face of the chaos and evil, but always recognize and
rely on that hope which we profess: “and on the third day He rose from the dead.”

Below: Went out for Deacon Tiziano’s birthday. (second from the right). We are on the roof of the Notre Dame hotel.

Below: MC of the presentation on the life of Refugees...no big deal.

Below: Feeling like a boss at a very important meeting. The seminarians from the Mundelein Seminary in Chicago came to attend the presentation on
refugees. It was great to interact and even play basketball and volleyball in the afternoon. (Salesians won…)

Below: “You did NOT just say that about Don Bosco!”

Below: Group of brothers took me out for ice cream on my birthday. Countries represented=Ethiopia, Ghana, Slovakia, Angola, India, Poland, Sierra
Leone, and the U.S.A. Wonderful Salesian family!

Below: Went to get Ethiopian food with John and Benny for my birthday. The Hookahs were NOT used.

Below: I’m in the orange hat. Reminded me of the Beatles. This is the Wadi Avdat, a huge canyon in southern Israel.

Below: Left, Andre from Brazil. Right, Romero and Miguel eating at Arab Fried Chicken!

Below: Just thought this was a cool picture. Trying to stay joyful in the desert.

Below: Beautiful statue of Mary and Jesus. She is holding his arm up in order to bless. Moms are great!

Below: Looking over the city after the 20-mile hike. I had to walk down the hill backwards because my knees couldn’t handle anymore. The spirit is still
stronger.

Below: Br. Michal and Marek at the Holy Sepulcher: crucified, died and was buried but on the third day HE ROSE AGAIN!

Below: The place of the Crucifixion. Rarely do you find it so empty.

